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A Revolution on Wheels. 


‘* Now the Rink, the Hove Rink,” 
Is my special delight, 
For it is there I could cycle, 
From morning, till night; 
With wheeling and whirling 
And turning and twirling, 
And winding, and bending, 
To this fun there’s no ending. 
’'Tis delightful to cycle 
With courage and pride, 
And to charm every heart 
With our musical ride. 


Then we tilt at the ring, 
And the “‘ Turk’s head ”’ we cut, 
Which you will all agree, 
Is to crack a hard nut. 
Then our fair ‘‘ Ladies’ Club,”’ 
Is bewildering to see, 
With the soft undulations 
And graceful gyrations, 
’Tis delightful to cycle 
With courage and pride, 
And to win every heart 


By our musical ride. 
—J. H. O. 





A Stern(e) Reproof. 


belonged to the noble army of faddists.] 


Tue London beak, of sentiment, 
A goodly store enjoys ; 

The natural voice of Fauna is 
To him celestial noise; 

But prithee, my dear sir, take note, 
And all the legal stock, 

That Muse ne’er sang the praises of 
A tuneful bantam cock. 





NOTICE. 





—— ee 


[During the hearing of fa case in which a gentleman was sum- 
moned for keeping a bantam rooster to the annoyance of a 
neighbour, the magistrate remarked that he supposed the people 
who failed to derive pleasure from the natural sounds of animal life 


The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, ‘ 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope 
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| Mr. “ Fun” to Parliament. 


For there is much for 
No end of pressing 


Now that you're all 
A good man at the 


Now’s the time to work, my lads, 
You've had your little play, 

And exercised your many “ fads,” 
So work, lads, work away ! 


you to do, 
Bills ; 


And your old country looks to you 
To cure existing ills! 


ain on board, 
elm, 


Have one eye fixed upon abroad, 
Lest foes us overwhelm ; 

The other eye on home affairs 
With keen inquiry keep, 

And never mind how much it stares, 
So long as you don’t sleep! 


== 





























TWINKLE, twinkle, 





Well he knows the 


Missionary Jingo’s 





artistic or literary, spontaneously sent m 


A Rising Star. 


Tommy Shaw, 


You the Liberal peril saw, 
And your Party vowed to save 
From a small and early grave. 


When our Harcourt felt it rough 
And retired in a huff, 

When our Morley, Jingo-scared, 
All his mind at Brechin bared— 


Leaders scattered far and wide, 
Opposition at low tide, 

| Liberal Party feeling raw— 
What a chance for Tommy Shaw! 


At Galashiels he tells his news, 


Liberal views, 


They’ll expand from Pole to Pole, 
When “ moral issues "’ are the goal. 


bad, 


Commercial Jingo just a fad, 
The flag shall never follow trade, 
But “ moral issues’ 


Cheer up, cheer up, ye Liberal crew, 
Your Tommy will take care of you— 
Harcourt and Morley are a bore, 

Come follow me, your Tommy Shaw. 


’ ever shade, 


No contributions can be returned 
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Waftings from the Wings. 

Ture Griose.—The last nights of School are announced, so those 
who have not seen this interesting revival must make haste. It 
will be withdrawn on February 14th, Ours being revived on 
February 18th for a limited number of representations, after which 
Mr. Pinero's new comedy will be produced. 

When it is remembered that School is by no means the best of 
Robertson's comedies, and that the style and sentiment of the play 
is, to say the least, somewhat antiquated, it speaks volumes for the 
superb acting of Mr. Hare when we note how pleasantly and quickly 
the evening passes at the Globe. Mr. Hare’s Beau Farintosh, like 
every character this admirable actor pourtrays, is a marvellous 
creation, and should be seen by everybody. 

The Lord Beaufoy of Mr. Frank Gillmore is excellent, and Mr. 
Frederick Kerr's Jack Poyntz is all that could be desired. Mr. 
Gilbert Hare’s Krux is a very clever piece of acting, the repulsive- 
ness of the character being put clearly before the audience without 
the least exaggeration. The Mrs. Sutcliffe of Miss Fanny Coleman 
is very good, while a more charming Bella than that of Miss Mabel 
Terry-Lewis, or a more delightful Naomi Tighe than that of Miss 
May Harvey cannot be imagined. Good work is also done by Mr. 
William H. Day (as Dr. Sutcliffe) and the other members of a 
capital caste. And talking of Caste, let us hope that Mr. Hare will 
give us an opportunity some day of renewing acquaintance 
with old Eccles. Meanwhile, however, School is still on, and 
should attract its pupils. 
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GOING TO THE DOGS. 
Some or THE 3,000 Docs cornc To Crurr’s Graxp FASHIONABLE EXHIBITION OF CANINES AT THE AGRICULTURAL HALL, FEB. 8, 9, & 10. 
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of seeing it should hurry up. Not to have seen Mr. Hawtrey and 
Miss Compton in this piece will have been to miss one of the most 
charming performances of modern times. ie 

The Royal Carl Rosa Opera Company’s tenure at the Lyceum is an 
drawing to a close. All the well-known operas have been performed hs 
very creditably. Last Friday Tristan and Isolde was rendered. ae 
The performance was in every way commendable, great enthusiasm 3 
being shown by an appreciative audience. 


The quatrain, Troubadours Toulousains, must have been very 
gratified with their reception last Monday evening, 30th ult., at the 
Alhambra. Their singing was certainly full of spirit and somewhat 
dramatic. Their double recall was quite merited. The next event 
was the grand spectacular ballet, The Red Shoes, in four tableaux, 
adapted from a Russian legend by H. Regel and T. Hassreiter, music 
by R. Mader. The heroine, Darinka, is impersonated by Miss 
Casaboni. She is tempted by the sight of the red shoes reposing 
upon the mural shrine of the village church to put them on, and is 
delighted to find that she dances to perfection and to the delight of 
the villagers, who, when they catch sight of the sacrilege Darinka 
has committed, go for her, and, but for the intervention of the 
Guardian Angel of the Shoes, would destroy her. 

The adventures of Darinka in the Red Shoesare pourtrayed, and 
ultimately, after dancing through many years, she arrives at the 
village once more, weary and full of repentance, and falls down in 





the portal of the church. She prays for pardon and falls down F 
before the Angel, who appears and grants ker petition. The shoes i 
fall off and return t 


their shrine, and prosperity returns to the 
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rety was delightful and very pretty 





(7 











Fepruary 7, 1899. 


——— 


EBFUN. 


















Mr. Dundas Slater is to be congratulated upon this additional 
success. 


Tue Princess OF WALES THEATRE, KENNINGTON. — The 
Kenningtonians have much cause to be thankful to the enter- 
prising Mr. Robert Arthur for the very stylish theatre he has 
erected on that recently most dismal spot, facing the end of the 
park, nearest Newington Butts. Aladdin, we are told, rubbed his 
eyes in utter amazement when he saw the magnificent palace the 
good genie had raised for the accommodation of Aladdin and the 
princess. Not only a-lad(d)-in Kennington, but we may safely 
state that many thousands of adultsin that quarter have rubbed 
their optics in utter amazement at the sight of this beautiful 
Princess’s palace. Mr. Robert Arthur could not possibly have hit 
on ® more appropriate pantomime than Cinderella, as the very 
spot on which his theatre is built must have been the identical one 
on which this charmingly domesticated young person formerly 
piled up her cinders. She, however, if rumour can be credited, 
is now as busily piling up “‘offtish” in the place of cinders, to 
mark her sense of gratitude and admiration for the good judgment, 
taste, and boldness of the founder. 


Royat AQUARIUM.—As an interesting and instructive trade 
exhibition, showing the perfection attained by launch and boat 
builders in the building of their craft, the seventh annual Yachting 
Exhibition far out-merits any of its predecessors. The number of 
launches with their different methods of motive power is a feature 
of the show, amongst the different types exhibited being steam, 
electric, hydro-carbon, and petroleum. In the yacht and boat 
building section the leading Thames builders and others are 
showing a fine array of sailing craft, skiffs, punts, dinghies, canoes, 
and folding boats. Several important firms engaged in the 
supplementary trades will also be found exhibiting, including 
manufacturers of life-saving appliances, tents, anti-fouling composi- 
tions, washing appliances, filters, varnish, waterpoofs, and other 
articles. 


It has been decided to open the Alexandra Palace and grounds 
each Sunday during the summer to holders of season tickets and a 
limited number of their friends. Sacred music will be provided in 
the afternoons and evenings, and the programmes will include 
orchestral, military, vocal, and occasionally choral selections. 


Isaac Pitman and Sons Limited have submitted to us some of 
their cheap manuals for self-tuition inthe art of writing French and 
German business letters, and how an English commercial traveller 
should proceed in his quest for orders amongst business houses on 
the continent. These manuals supply, at a glance, the practical, 
every-day requirements of speech, in the respective languages, 
and are doubtlessly a boon to those who want more than a 
dictionary’s assistance in comprehending the idiomatic utterances of 
the respective nations. 


The par amount topic recently has been the bank note advertise- 
ment. Sufficient notoriety has been acquired for everybody con- 
cerned in this particular transaction, which has had the effect of 
raising the price of the shares very considerably above Parr. 


“ Parting is such sweet sorrow ”— 
I’ll keep the smaller notes beyond to-morrow. 


(To the Editor.) 


Str,—The amusing rhymes on “‘ Sowing the Seeds of Smallpox” 
in Fun of January 24th induce me to send you the following :— 

At a representation of the ‘‘ Adelphi” of Terence at Westminster 
School in December, 1886, an original Latin epilogue was given. 
The following is the translation :— 


Sosrrata (carrying a baby} :— 


Listen, you men! my grievance is far greater ; 

I am a mother, or, in Latin, ‘‘ mater.” 

Behold this infant! Bless its littleeyes! 

Oh, did ’um smile and laugh, the precious prize ! 
It’s only three months old. Yet soon the law 
Will snatch it from me with its cruel claw ; 

Upon its arm some punctures will be scratched, 
And in those punctures deadly venom hatched, 
The doctor gets it from his brother calf— 

But, really, tis no matter for a laugh ; 

If he shall dare scratch baby with his lancet, 
I'll scratch his face—yes, that I will, and chance it ! 


I may remark that all the great epidemics of smallpox have occurred 
in well-vaccinated towns. with the single exception of Gloucester, 
where, out of 2,000 cases of smalipox, 1,225 ar officially admitted 


m, I Pa . ~ Vi le , eu ted as t 
tO Dave been vaccinated. We were never so little vaccinau d as at 


the present time, and never freer from smallpox. There is only 
one case of smallpox in the London hospital ships, and he a 
vaccinated sailor. ’ 

Yours faithfully, 


JAMES R. WILLIAMSON. 
42, Stibbington Street, N.W. 














Not a Meet Reward. 


(“For pluckily stopping a runaway pony in the Talbot Road, 
Bayswater, Fred Campion, 16, a butcher boy, was rewarded with 
two sausage rolls, The youth sprained his wrist in the attempt.” 
— Vide Press. ]} 

I never sausage poor reward ! 

But never mind, for you have scored, 
For, butcher boy, your name, I trow, 
Is on the “ roll of honour” now! 


—————— 











The Complaint of the Freak. 


Prry the sorrows of that noble band 

Of Nature's miracles, aroused to speak 

Their indignation when a thoughtless Press, 
Needless of wounding, calls each one a Freak. 


Dame Nature with ideas original, 

Striving to turn out something quite unique. 

A being blessed with too much hair or leg, 

Feels hurt when her great wonder’s called a Freak. 


She rightly feels she’s made a pattern new, 

And other copies folk will try to seek— 

Her specimens are proud of her odd gifts 

And quite resent when all the world cries ‘* Freak,” 


Poor human oddities, exceptions rare, 

’Tis too much to expect you to be meek, 

If feeling so superior to the rest, 

They count you nothing better than a Freak, 
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HORSEY. 
First Counter Jumper.—“ Well, Bob, you do surprise me in that 


rig. Gota horse ?”’ 
Second Ditto ‘No 
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nly doing country swell. Fashion up to 
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Cheerful Bounder, on byke (to swell Equestrian).—‘‘ Ullo, matey! 


Going a ’untin’? Syme ’ere! Let ’em orl come! 
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New “ Opposition” 
Colours. 


CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— 


Ir you’re sure you like to follow, 
I shall be most pleased to lead— 
Though I know that Power's hollow, 
I am just the man you need. 
For throughout the Queen's dominions 
I decidedly opine, 
You will never find opinions 
So ambiguous as mine ! 


‘Cuorus or SUPPORTERS :— 


Hail, O Leader, Heaven-sent ! 
Lead us, and you'll not repent ; 
For your fitness we'll go bail, 
Hail, O Leader! Hail, all hail! 


CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— 


If you'll have me for your leader, 
ell—your leader Twill be— 
I shall prove no base seceder 
If you'll only stick to me! 
I shall cause no wild dissension, 
For, upon my word, you know— 
You will only have to mention 
A direction—and we'll go! 


Cuorvus oF SUPPORTERS :— 
Hail! If you'll agree to do 


All that we may ask of vou 


, : 


ra eade! ria 








CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— 


Is it Home Rule you are after? 
Then I'll lead you on the way; 
Though a project weaker — dafter— 
’Twould be hard to find to-day. 
Does High Ritual offend you, 
When the vestments are displayed ? 
As a Protestant, I'll lend you 
Almost Nonconformy aid ! 
CHORUS OF SUPPORTERS :—°* 
Hail! you're just the man for us, 
We are quite unanimous! 
Our support, too, shall not fail— 
Hail, O Leader! Hail, all Hail! 
CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :—— 
Is the motto you delight in 
Old ‘* Retrenchment and Reform ” ? 
Well, I’m quite prepared to fight in 
Such a cause, if you are warm ; 
If you care for Greater Britain, 
And a big Imperial show, 
By that craze I’m also bitten, 
And I’m with you, don't you know! 
Cuorvus OF SUPPORTERS :— 


Hail! We like your pleasant look; 
You talk “ like a picture book" ; 
Plough the sands, despite the gale— 
Hail, O Leader! Hail, all hail! 


CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— 
If you’d truckle to the Powers, 
Well, I like that policee ; 
‘Old Age Pensions,” and “ Eight 
13 ' 


If the Sultan wants abusing, 
Then the Sultan I will curse, 
For I find it most amusing 
To give nick-names neat and terse. 


CHORUS OF SUPPORTERS :— 
Hail! Then on to Victoree! 
You will suit us toa T; 

Even if the ‘‘ cordite ”’ fail, 
Hail, O Leader! Hail, all Hail! 


CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— 


In fact, take all the open Questions, 
And I quite agree with you! 

You have but to make suggestions 
And 1’]l see what I can do! 

By no passions am I blinded, 
I’ve no views like—So-and-so ! 

Oh, you’ll find I’m open-minded, 
And I don’t care where we go! 


CHORUS OF SUPPORTERS :— 


Hail! We like your little plan, 
You shall be our banner-man ! 


To the mast your colours nail, 
Hail, O Leader! Hail, all hail! 











A Bonbouche. 


Mr. Chump.—‘ A little more meat, 
Miss Lipwide ?” 

Miss Lipwide.—‘“ Just a mouthful, 
please.”’ 

Then Mr. Chump cut her a piece 
























































































: Fesruary 7, 1899. 7 adel 
, v- HUN. 6 
a —————— 

Se 
f 
‘ 

oO al (te 
“2 ye ee - 
= 2 
. 
NEW OPPOSITION COLOURS. 
LABOUCHERE (LOQ.).—* PROCEED, GENTLEMEN, YOU HAVE MY’ LIBERAL SUPPORT, YOU KNOW.” 
THE House or CoMMONS RE-ASSEMBLED TO-DAY. THE OPP SITION WAS HEADED BY Mr. CAMPBELL BANNERMAN IN LIEU OF SIR 
1M HARCOURT. WHO RELINOUISHED ‘THE LIBERAL LEADERSHIP IN DISGUST SOME WEEKS AGO. 
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/ fu , Carteon Verses, see page 44.) 
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The Spectre of Castle Blobbs. 
Cuaprer VII. 


“TI wisn to goodness you would clear out, and leave me alone, 
Kizzie,” said “‘ James,” irritably. 
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“Pal Pal® me sHoUTED IN TERROR. 


“TI daresay you do, ‘James,’” replied Kizzie. “ But I’m just 
going to stay here to—to——_”” 

“Yes?” 

fr - you oe - eaten by the Spectre. Ha!ha ha!” 

“* Bosh |’ said “‘ James,” ‘“* You know very we S i 
snail n ery well the Spectre’s an 

“Not half such a fraud as you are, James.” 

“What the deuce—I beg your pardon—I mean , what the devil do 
you mean?” 

‘That you are here for a nefarious motive, James. You have 
& certain clue, James, of some papers of value, James, which 
are hidden in this gallery, James. Now, Mr. Blobbs, doesn’t 
know this, and he does not know you, ‘James,’ though he does call 
you an ‘impudent scoundrel.’ You have wormed yourself into the 
confidence of this family,” continued Kizzie, “ in a most disgraceful 
manner, for Mr, Henniker calls you his right 'and, and Miss Anna 
Maria calls you ‘a very genteel person,’ and J call you——” 

mF ot asked James, breathlessly. 
r Am night? Eustace Kennelam,” said “ Kizzie,” laughing. 

“ By Jove!” gasped “James.” “ You have found me o 

n pero on earth oboe you do - 7° ops 

not a ve matter when emen 
servants leave their conkants lying on gm a aren 
a Well, — oe precious, As you seem to know all about me 
m s, What are you go 

Blab ee 2 pone dg + hry r = onng to do? Are you going to blob to 

“No, certainly not,” said “ Kizzie,” decisively. “ 
interested in the search and am going to help you.” ete at 

“ Kizzie,” said “ James,” “ you're a brick, and if I come into my 
own again you shall lose nothing. See! I’ve brought down Sir 
Roland’s glove of mail. Put it on. and stand t behind the 





“ Ay! ay!7sir,” responded “‘ Kizzie,” struggling into the gauntlet. 
“ But I hope the reward will not end in a penance,” she muttered 
demurely, as she took her place beside the curtains. 


The Blobbs family sat in silence in a small room overlooking the 
picture gallery, alarm written in all their faces. 

“ Poor things,” muttered Mr. Blobbs, pulling vigorously at his 

ipe. ‘It’s hawful to think how two young and beautiful creatures 
is willing to sacrifice themselves to—er—er—Mammon. If ever they 
comes out alive I’ll raise their wages. D» you hear anything, 
Henniker ? ” 

“I can hear someone laughing, Pa.” 

“Perhaps it’s the Spectre a-gloating over his prey,” said Mr. 
Blobbs, with horror. 

“ It’s not time yet, Pa,”’ said Anna Maria, “ and I’m sure it was 
Kizzie’s laugh. Go and see, Henniker.” 

“Eh?” said Mr. Henniker. 

“Go and see,” repeated Anna Maria, “ how it fares with the 
brave youth who has sacrificed himself to save us.”’ 

‘And the beauteous maiden who shares his fate,’ chortled Mr. 
Blobbs. 

‘‘ It’s all very well to say go and see,” grumbled Mr. Henniker, 
“ but how do I know the Spectre ain’t just behind those curtains 
waiting for his dessert. Besides, as to the brave youth and 
beauteous maiden, they ain’t got nothing to lose; I have.” 

‘‘ And that is?’ said Mr. Blobbs. 

“Well, you know, I’m your heir, Pa,” answered Mr. Henniker, 
modestly. “And if I’m to bea victim after all, I might just as 
well come in after the coroner’s jury, you know. I’ve got £15,000 
a year to think of, and they only their paltry wages.” 

‘‘’*Einniker,” said Mr. Blobbs, solemnly, ‘‘ the man what inherits 
the Blobbs’ gold must inherit the Blobbs’ courage.” 

‘I’m afraid I have, Pa,’’ replied Mr. Henniker, tremblingly. 

“Then go and see what’s become of the victims,” said Mr. 
Blobbs. 

“‘ But consider my tender years, Pa,”’ gasped Mr. Henniker, 

“‘ Go,” said Mr. Blobbs, sternly. 

“ Anna Maria’s older than me,” suggested Mr. Henniker* 

“GO!” reiterated Mr. Blobbs. 

“Oh! all right,’ responded Mr. Henniker, sobbing. ‘* My 
funeral expenses be upon your own head. I hadthought to bring down 
your grey hairs with sorrow to the grave, but all is over now. 
Good-bye, Pa; good-bye, Anna Maria; and good-bye £15,000 a year.” 
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Gaining courage by the absolute silence within, he endeavoured to 

through, receiving as he did so a violent tweak of the nose, and 

saw with horror an iron hand shaking threateningly in his face, 
while an awful voice exclaimed in tones of thunder :— 

“ Forbear! Forbear to enter here when I’m at supper. Ha! ha!” 
followed by apeal of demoniacal laughter. 

“ Pa! pa! ” he shouted in terror. ‘‘ Look! It's the failed mist—I 
mean the mailed fist.” 

“It’s come again, Pa!” he continued, staggering back to Mr. 
Blobbs, and “‘ t¢s at supper.” 

* Poor James | ” sobbed Anna Maria. 

“Poor Kizzie!’’ said Mr. Blobbs. “ I hope he’s left sufficient for 
the twelve men to sit upon. I’m going for the coroner.” 

«« D—d—on’t you think you had better let me go, Pa,” stuttered 
Mr. Henniker. ‘‘1’m younger than you, and can run faster.” 

“ Certainly not, Henniker,”’ said Mr. Blobbs, his teeth chattering. 
“In times of danger the head of the family should always take the 
lead. Iam going for the coroner. Ii—lI say if—Henniker, I should 
not come back again, leave this castle at once, and take Anna 
Maria to our old home in the Old Kent Road.” 

‘‘ Where we shall find you, I suppose,’ sneered Mr. Henniker. 

‘* Henniker Blobbs,” said Mr. Blobbs, sternly. At that moment 
there was a terrible crash in the picture gallery, and a voice 
exclaimed in joyful ringing tone :— 

“ Eureka!” 

“Oh, lor’,” gasped Mr. Blobbs, “‘it’s a-speaking German. I’m 
off.” 

‘“‘ Don’t go,” said Kizzie, flinging aside the curtains and taking in 
the situation at a glance; ‘‘ it is quite safe now. James and I have 
laid the Spectre.” 

“What?” shouted the family in unison. “ Are you still alive?” 

“Yes,” said Kizzie, laughing, ‘‘and so is James. Come in and 
see,”’ 

Mr. Blobbs and his family passed through the dreaded curtains 
just in time to see James bowing very low to a much damaged 
picture, 

“Sir Roland of Kennelam, I thank you,” he said. 


(To be continued.) 
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The Old Romance and the New. 


[The special ‘‘ wedding breakfast ” train of Baron and Baroness 
Cedestrom (Madame Patti) reached Paddington, after a splendid 
journey, at 5-15 p.m. on January 25th. In honour of the bride the 
G.W.R. Company had had it drawn by an engine named “ The 
Queen.’’] 

Vide ‘‘ The King” and “‘ McAndrews’ Hymn,” in Kipling’s 
* Seven Seas.” 


THE high-souled Rudyard—he who yearns 

(While bards make “‘ loves” and ‘“‘ doves” their theme) 
To hear some modern Bobbie Burns 

Sublimely sing the Song of Steam— 
Who mourns a stubborn world that fails 

To see the hand of fair Romance 
Directing, over cold steel rails, 

The hot-foot engine’s lightning dance— 
The high-souled Kipling (having proved 
Himself the Burns he craved) should moved 
To transports be—so soon to view 
The Old Romance embrace the New! 


For, on the date of Bobbie’s birth, 
Romance’s Ancients, bland and grand, 
The Gods of Laughter, Wine, and Mirth— 
The Comus-Momus-Bacchus band— 
Besought the Queen of Love to shed 
Full blessings on the Queen of Song, 
Which prayers the Steam-King echoing, sped 
The great Great Western “‘ Queen” along! 
And they who watched the bridgegroom, bride, 
And guests alight, all glittering-eyed, 
And heard them praise with blissful zeal 
Their mile-a-minute marriage-meal, 
Declared that—plainly, clearly seen— 
RoMANCE BROUGHT UP THE FIVE-FIFTEEN |! 








Meeting of Parliament. 


THE members have met in a body again 
(Including the “limbs of the law”) 
Determined their various ends to attain 
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By Ginny OL Gz 1pDerTant jaw ; 
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A Stickler for “ System.” 


[* £40,000 in large notes received with thanks.—Parr’s Bank 
a Telegragh’s “‘ Personal Advertisements,” January 





THatT sad stray sheep from Virtue’s fold, 
The up-to-date purloiner, 

Is not alone of lawless gold— 
But of shameless jokes—a coiner. 

A Shadbolt’s “‘ pretty wit,” I vow, 
Was his who—having bolted 

With sixty “ thou.’’—at forty ‘‘ thou.” 
(For reasons good) revolted ; 

So to its owners sent it back, 
And pressed on them a solemn 

Request that they would “duly ack.* 
Receipt,” per Anguish Column! 


For saucier sauce you long might seek, 
And tramp no trifling distance, 

But hardy cheek breeds hardier cheek ; 
And one who makes insistence 

On business strictness such as that, 
May next (who knows ?) out-thunder 

A threat of prosecution at 
The owners of the plunder, 

Because—although the sum they got 
Two English pounds exceeded— 

On their receipt they plastered not 
The Revenue Stamp that’s needed ! 















































A PROFESSIONAL VOCALIST. 


“'Appy, ’appy, appy be thy dreams, 


Brite be th vishun,’ etc., etc, 
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VERY TRYING! 


Tender-hearted One.—‘' Ah, my good man, yours is, indeed, a sad case! 
tries us all, you know, and reveals many of our good qualities.’ 

Rueful Robert.—‘* Oh! but it worn’t adversity wot tried me, mum. ‘Twere a Old 
Bailey judge, an’ 'e didn’t put ‘isself to no inconwenience about me good qualities, you 
bet, mum!” 


But adversity 





“On Things in General.” 








By Mr. “Foun’s” WasSHERWOMAN. 










Ovr relashuns with France ain’t so 
strained as they was, that’s clear. La 
bellicose—I means belle France, is like a 
good many other ladies, sometimes she 
wants humourin’, an’ at other times she 
wants to be treated with a firm ’and, 
Now, I ’opes that she will take John 
Bull’s arm—there’s no ’arm in it—’an 
’ave a plesunt littel promenade, an’ tork 
over matters aimabel-like. 

Signor Macarroni’s—or is it Marconi ? 
—wireless telegrafy seems to be a great 
suckcess. I shoud say that William the 
Wiry must be takin’ a great interest in 
the ’xperiments ; it’s all in ’is line. ’Pon 
my word, the invenshuns of the present 
day are somethink wonderful; I only 
wish somebody would invent somethink 
to wash clothes without wettin’ ’em 
(pure Irish). 

The latest fashion is to find out that 
you’re heir to a title an’ vast estates, an’ 
I don’t say but wot some of ’em wot lays 
claim to ’em ain’t in the right. All I 
knows is, that I’m goin’ through a lot of 
old dockyments I’ve got—yeller with 
age, an’ unreadabel—that’s where there 
valley comes in, for there’sno tellin’ wot 
they might prove if you could read ’em 
—to see if I can’t discover that ‘I was 
never born with a mangel in my mouth 
—I means ’and—so to say. I think I 
must ’ave ‘ blue blood” in me, ’cause I 
so often ’as ‘‘ the blues.” 

I see that Mr. John Burns ’as been 
advisin’ the plasterers not to fight, wich 
ain’t like John, who generally Burns to 
fight ; but it’s good advice. I ses to the 
plasterers that they should remember, 
“patience is a plaster for all sores.’ 
There’s much comfort in proverbs, wen 
you applies ’em to othur people’s affairs! 

Madame Patti’s weddin’ was uneek, 
inasmuch that the weddin’ breakfust 
was served in the speshul train wot took 
the party to London. You can bet that 
everythink was first-class, not to say 
speshul, an’ that it was a signal suckcess. 
May the lines of the ’appy pair be cast 
in plesunt places ! 

The latest advice is, ‘‘ boil you milk,” 
unless you wants tuberculosis runnin’ 
about your body. I don’t know ’zackly 
wot that is, but it sounds worse than a 
boa-constrictor an’ the sea-serpint rolled 
into one. 























































































For Breakfast. 








) Chocolat Menier | 


Sold Retail Everywhere. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 






